




Shake-sp barest 


I mu ft each day fay ore the very fame. 

Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine# 

Euen as when firft 1 hallowed thy fairc name. 

So that etcrnall loue in loues frefh cafe, 

Waighes not the dull and iniury of age. 

Nor giucs to ncceffary wrinckles place. 

But makes antiquitie for aye his page. 

Finding the firft conceit of ioue there bred. 

Where time and outward forme would {hew it dead, 
iop 

O Neuerfay that I was falfe of heart, 

Though abfcnce feem’d my flame to quallifie, 

As eafie might I from my felfe depart. 

As from my foule which in thy breft doth lye : 

That is my home of loue,ifI haue rang’d. 

Like him that trauels I returne againe, 

Juft to the time, not with the time exchang’d. 

So that my felfe bring water for my ftaine, 
Neuerbeleeue though in my nature raign’d. 

All frailties that befiege all kindes of blood. 

That it could fo pvepofterouflie be ftain’d, 

To leaue for nothing all thy fumme of good : 

For nothing this wide Vniuerfe I call, 

Saue thou my Rofe.in it thou art my all. 


no 

A las *tis true, I haue gone here and there. 

And made my felfe a motley to the view, 

Gor’d mine own thoughts, fold cheap v\ hat is moft deare. 
Made old offences ofaffc&ions new. 

Moft true it is, that I haue lookt on truth 
Afconce and ftrangely: But by all aboue, 

Thefe blenches gaue my heart an other youth, 

And worfe eflaies proud thee my beft of loue. 

Now all is done, haue what fliall haue no end. 

Mine appetite I neuer more will grin’de 
On newer proofe, to -trie an older friend, 

A God in loue.to whom I am confiri d. 


Tfeen 



Sonnets, 

Then giue me welcome, next my heauen the beft, 

Euen to thy pure and moft moft Iouing breft. 
m 

O For my fake doe you wifli fortune chide. 

The guiltie goddeffe of my harmful! deeds, 

That did not better for my life prouide. 

Then publick meanes which publick manners breeds. 
Thence comes it that -my name receiues a brand, 

And almoft thence my nature is fubdu’d 
To what it workes in, like the Dyers hand, 

Pitty me then,and vvifh I were renu’de, 

Whiift like a willing pacient I will drinke. 

Potions of Eyfell gainft my ftrong infection. 

No bitternefle that I will bitter thinke. 

Nor double pcnnance to correct corre&ion. 

Pittie me then deare friend, ana I aflui e y ce, 

Euen that your pittie is enough to cure mee. 

It4 

Y Our loue and pittie doth th’impreflion fill. 

Which vulgar fcandall ftampt vpon my brow. 

For what care I who calles me well or ill, 

So you ore-greenc my bad, my good alow? 

You are my AH the world, and I muft ftriuc, 

T o know my fhames and prailes from your tounge. 

None clfc to me,nor I to none aline. 

That my fleel’d fence or changes right or wrong. 

In fo profound Abifme I throw all care 
Of others voyces, that my Adders fence, 

To cryttick and to flatterer flopped are: 

Marke how-with my negleftl doe difpcnce. 
Youarefoflrongly in my purpofe bred. 

That all the world befides me tbinkes y’are deadf 
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^Ince I left you-, mine eye is in my minde. 

And that which gcuernes me to goe about. 

Doth part his fundUon,and is partly blind, 

Seemes 
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